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were such as these. He had nothing against the young
man ; indeed, he rather liked the look of him ; but to sec
the last of almost anybody was in a sense a relief ; besides,
there was this question of what he had overheard, and to
have him about the place without knowing would be a
continual temptation to compromise with one's dignity and
ask him what it was.
" Good-bye, Mr. Wilmot," he said ; " if you're interested
in pictures—" he paused, and, holding out his hand, added,
" you should look in at the British Museum."
Francis Wilmot shook the hand deferentially.
" I will.    It's been a privilege to know you, sir."
Soames was wondering why, when the young man
turned to Fleur.
" I'll be writing to Jon from Paris, and I'll surely send
your love. You've been perfectly wonderful to me. I'll
be glad to have you and Michael visit me at any time
you come across to the States; and if you bring the
little dog, why—I'll just be honoured to let him bite me
again."
He bowed over Fleur's hand, and was gone, leaving
Soames staring at the back of his daughter's neck.
" That's rather sudden," he said, when the door was
closed ; " anything upset him ? "
She turned on him, and said coldly :
" Why did you make that fuss last night, Father ? "
The injustice of her attack was so palpable, that Soames
bit his moustache in silence. As if he could help himself,
when she was insulted in his hearing !
" What good do you think you've done ? "
Soames, who had no notion, made no attempt to enlighten
her. He only felt sore inside.
" You've made me feel as if I couldn't look anybody in
the face. But I'm going to, all the same. If I'm a lion

